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DISAPPOINTED 
THIRTY-EIGHT TIMES 


He was a handsome young man, 
well-muscled and active, but he had some 
very bad habits. Older people told him he 
should overcome them, or he would get 
sick. But he kept on doing them. 

And he got sick. Friends took him to 
doctors, but the doctors couldn’t help. 

Only one hope remained. In Jerusalem 
there was a pool where, it was said, an 


angel came and troubled the water. The . 


first person to get into the water after it 
rippled would be healed. 

As a last resort, his friends took him 
there. For a while they stayed with him, 
ready to help him into the pool. But the 
water was not troubled, and presently the 
friends had to leave. 

One day there was a great shout at the 





pool. The water was rippling! At once the 
young man struggled to reach the edge, 
but he had no one to help him. Before he 
got there others who were stronger or had 
friends near plunged into the water. 

It was a terrible disappointment. But 
there would be another time, the young 
man reasoned. He might be successful then. 

But, alas, when the water was troubled 
again it was the same story. Others got 
into the water before him. ‘ 

How bitterly he repented now of those 


give and heal him. 

But the years came and went. His friends 
never visited him any more. He lived on 
what he could beg from the curious sight- 
seers who came to look at the place. 

Thirty-eight years went by. If the water 
was troubled just once a year, he mutt 
have been disappointed thirty-eight times, 
for never was he the first in the pool. 

And then, new hope. News buzzed among 
those sad cripples that a Man had come to 
Jerusalem who just spoke a word and the 
lame were healed. 

“Perhaps,” thought the man—he was old 
now—‘perhaps, He will come to me.” 

But weeks passed, and He didn’t come, 
and the old man reasoned that there were 
so many other sick people the Healer didn’t 
have time for him. 

One Sabbath a Stranger stopped by him 
and asked, “Wilt thou be made whole?” 

“Sir,” the sick man answered, “I have 
no man, when the water is troubled, to 
put me into the pool.” Fancy that! He 
thought Jesus had come to help him into 
the water. Bui Jesus always has a thousand 
ways to answer our prayers of which we 
know nothing. 

And so it was now. The Stranger said, 
“Rise, take up thy bed, and walk.” 

Quickly the man jumped up. He felt 
the old strength surging in his muscles. 
He lifted his bed to his shoulder and turned 
to thank the Healer. But He was gone. 

How kind Jesus was to make a special 
trip that day to the pool of Bethesda to 
heal that one sick, repentant man. But ther 
Jesus loves to do special things for us, i 
we love and obey Him. 
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AN UNCLE ARTHUR STORY 





All by 


By ARTHUR 


‘i WAS time to go to Sabbath school and 
everybody was hurrying for all they were 
worth. Daddy liked to get there at least half 
an hour before the service started. 
“Where’s my purse?” asked Minnie. 
“How should | know?” said Mamma, try- 
ing to put Sandy’s shoes on. “You should be 
more careful where you put it.” 
“Mamma, where's my Bible?” 
Charlie. 
“On the bookcase, dear.” 


called 





Herself 


S. MAXWELL 


“Mamma, I can’t find my watch,” called 
Susie. 

“You left it by the sink when you were 
doing the dishes last night.” 

“Where are my car keys?” thundered 
Daddy. “Somebody’s taken them.” 

“Where you left them—on the writing 
desk,” said Mamma. 

So it went on. Finally there was a loud 
tooting of the horn outside and everybody 

To page 19 


As Minnie conducted Sabbath school in the empty house, it seemed the room filled with angels. 
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COURAGE THAT 
BAFFLED THE ENEMY 


By ENID SPARKS 


; WAS back in the days of the beginning 
of the war in Korea. News had come 
that the enemy was on the way, and the 
American missionary doctor in the Advent- 
ist sanitarium in Seoul had been told by 
the government to leave. 

He gathered the Korean nurses and help- 
ers together for one last, sad meeting. Open- 
ing the Bible, he read, “Wait on the Lord: 
be of good courage, and he shall strengthen 
thine heart” (Ps. 27:14). 

A few went with the doctor to the airport, 
where the last of the European and Ameri- 
can workers were being flown out. Their 
wives and children had already fled on 
freighters and every other available boat 
and craft. 

Again the missionary repeated, “Wait 
on the Lord: be of good courage, and he 
shall strengthen thine heart,” and he handed 
the keys of the sanitarium and his car keys, 
to one of the local workers. Then, with only 
one suitcase, he boarded the plane. Even as 
the airplane engines burst into life, the 
men he left behind could hear the roar of 
cannon and the burst of shrapnel, as the 
enemy closed in on the city. 

When the enemy seized the city, they 
took over the sanitarium. The employees 
tried to be courteous and respectful and to 
do their work well, and at first the enemy 
soldiers were good to them. Mother Pak 
went on doing her work as overseer of the 
laundry. It was hard to work for the enemy 
but there were so many wounded and dying 
all around that everyone was kept busy. 

How those faithful workers missed the 


missionaries! But they were encouraged by 
the knowledge of God's promises and by the 
fact that all Christians everywhere were 
praying for them. 

One day orders came to Mother Pak to 
run the laundry on Sabbath. 

Up to this time she had always been very 
careful what she said to the soldiers. But 
now she quickly informed them that the 
laundry would not be open on Sabbath. 
“There is a God in heaven,” she told them, 
“and He told us not to work on the Sab- 
bath day.” 

The eyes of the supervising officer 
flashed and he snapped back at her, “Forget 
that silly stuff. Do as I tell you. There is no 
God, and don’t let us catch any of you 
talking about the Bible or reading it or we 
will punish you.” 

Mother Pak hurried home that Friday 
after work to make final preparations for 
the Sabbath. She lived with her five children 
and mother-in-law in a little thatch-roofed 
house. The family huddled together, sitting 
on the floor mats, and softly talked and 
prayed for strength to meet whatever might 
happen. The children were put to bed and 
Mother and Grandmother lay down on their 
mats. 

Mother, tired and weary, had just dropped 
off to sleep when she was rudely awakened 
by loud knocking. “Who is there?” she 
called, trying to cover her fears. Sh 
opened the door and two rough soldier 
demanded that she get on her clothes and 
come with them. 

Her heart heavy, Mother Pak dressed and 
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then kissed each one of her sleeping chil- 
dren. How hard it was to face the unknown 
future! Where would the soldiers take her? 
What would they do to her? Would she 
ever see her children again? Try as hard 
as she might, she couldn’t move fast enough 
to please the soldiers, who were crossly 
mumbling about “these horrid Christians.” 
It was dark and the road was so rough! 

Poor Grandma had decided that she must 
follow to see what the soldiers did with 
Mother so that she could get help if at all 
possible. She slipped quietly along behind, 
trying not to be heard or seen. Unfortu- 
nately, she stumbled and the officer, hearing 
a noise behind him, turned to see what it 
was. When he spied Grandma, he sternly 
ordered her back home. 

Mother was thrust into a jail full of 
people quietly squatting on the cold floor. 
Imagine her surprise when she recognized 
two of the nurses from the sanitarium! 
They silently exchanged glances, for they 


had been forbidden to talk 
to one another. But the very 
fact that they were together 
was an encouragement be- 
cause they knew the 
thoughts of their friends 
and could tell when they were praying. 
Mother kept praying that the soldiers would 
find it so difficult to operate the laundry with- 
out her help that they would give up and 
come back and take her out of jail. 

That is exactly what happened. In a few 
days the officers opened the jail and ordered 
the sanitarium helpers back to work. They 
scolded them cruelly and shouted at them, 
demanding that they forget all this Sabbath 
business for there was no God in heaven. 

Mother Pak softly answered, “There is a 
God in heaven.” The officer gasped at her 
boldness but quickly ignored it. 

The Christians went back to work and 
planned all week so that no unnecessary 

To page 17 





Mother kissed her sleeping children. Would the soldiers ever let her come back to them again? 
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CHAPTER 6: THE MARTYRDOM OF THE GORDONS 





JOHN PATON 


Missionary to Cannibals 


ADAPTED FROM JAMES PATON 


Now I must tell you the sad stories of 
Kowia and the Gordons. Kowia was a 
chief of the highest rank on the island of 
Tanna. In his youth he went to the island 
of Aneityum and became a true Christian. 
He married a Christian woman and had two 
beautiful children. Then he returned to 
Tanna to help me. 

His own people did everything they could 
to get him to leave me and to renounce his 
faith. They offered him every honor and 
bribe in their power. When these failed, 
they threatened to take away his lands, and 
to deprive him of his chieftianship. But 
he answered, “Take all! I shall still stand by 
Missi and the worship of Jehovah.” 

Then they began to insult him. He bore 
it all patiently for Jesus’ sake. Then one 
day when a young man began to mock him, 
Kowia gazed round on all present. Then he 
rose like a lion awaking out of sleep, and 
with flashing eyes exclaimed, “Missi, they 
think that because I am now a Christian I 
have become a coward, a woman, to bear 
every abuse and insult they can heap upon 
me. But I will show them for once that I 
am no coward, that I am still their chief, and 
that Christianity does not take away, but 
gives us courage and nerve.” 

Springing at the man, he wrenched the 
mighty club from his hands. Swinging it in 
air above his head like a toy, he cried, “Come 
any of you, come all against your chief! 
My Jehovah God makes my heart and arms 
strong. He will help me in this battle as He 
helps me in other things, for He inspires 
me to show you that Christians are no 
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cowards, though they are men of peace. 
Come on, and you will yet know that I am 
Kowia your chief!” 

All fled as he approached them; and he 
cried, “Where are the cowards now?” He 
handed the club back to the warrior, and 
after this they left him at peace. 

He lived at the mission house, with his 
wife and children, and was a great help and 
comfort to Abraham and me. Because he 
was a chief he was allowed to go more 
freely and fearlessly among the people than 
any of the rest of our mission staff. 

I was struck down with fever at this time 
and became so weak that I was insensible. 
Abraham and Kowia alone attended to me. 
On returning to consciousness I heard as in 
a dream Kowia lamenting over me, and 
pleading that I might recover, so as to hear 
and speak with him before he died. Open- 
ing my eyes and looking at him, I heard him 
say, “Missi, all our teachers are dying with 
measles. Missi Johnston, the missionary 
who came to help us, is dead. You are very 
sick, and I am weak and dying. Alas, when 
I too am dead, who will climb the trees and 
get you a coconut to drink? And who will 
bathe your lips and brow?” 

Here he broke down into deep and long 
weeping, and then resumed, “Missi, the 
Tanna-men hate us all on account of the 
worship of Jehovah; and I now fear He is 
going to take away all His servants from 
this land, and leave my people to the evil 
one and his service!” 

I was too weak to speak, so he went on, 
bursting into prayer: “O Lord Jesus, Missi 
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Johnston is dead; Thou hast taken him 
away from this land. Missi Johnston the 
woman and Missi Paton are very ill; I am 
sick, and Thy servants the native teachers 
are all sick and dying. O Lord, our Father in 
heaven, art Thou going to take away all 
Thy servants, and Thy worship from this 
dark land? What meanest Thou to do, O 
Lord? The Tannese hate Thee and Thy 
worship and Thy servants; but surely, O 
Lord, Thou canst not forsake Tanna and 
leave our people to die in the darkness! 
Oh, make the hearts of this people soft to 

hy Word and sweet to Thy worship. Teach 
them to fear and love Jesus. And, oh, re- 
store and spare Missi, dear Missi Paton, 
that Tanna may be saved!” 

What a prayer from a man once a canni- 
bal! I began at once to get better. 

A few days thereafter, Kowia came again 
to me, and rousing me out of sleep, cried, 
“Missi, I am very weak; I am dying. I come 
to bid you farewell, and go away to die. I 
am nearing death now, and I will soon see 
Jesus.” 

I spoke what words of consolation and 
cheer I could, but he answered, “Missi, since 
you became ill my dear wife and children 


Mr. Gordon's foot slipped in the river, and at once one of the men aimed a tomahawk at him. 
The missionary caught it, and the other man struck. But Mr. Gordon caught his weapon also. 
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are dead and buried. Most 
of our Christian teachers are 
dead, and I am dying. If I 
remain on the hill, and die 
here at the mission house, 
there will be no one to help 
Abraham carry me down to the grave where 
my wife and children are laid. I wish to lie 
beside them, that we may rise together in 
the great day when Jesus comes. I am happy, 
looking unto Jesus! One thing only deeply 
grieves me now; I fear God is taking us all 
away from Tanna, and will leave my poor 
people dark and benighted as before, for 
they hate Jesus and the worship of Jehovah. 
O Missi, pray for them, and pray for me once 
more before I go!” 

He knelt down at my side, and we 
prayed for each other and for Tanna. I 
then urged him to remain at the mission 
house, but he replied, “O Missi, you do not 
know how near to death I am! While a little 
strength is left, I will lean on Abraham's 
arm, and go down to the graves of my dear 
ones and fall asleep there, and Abraham 
will dig a quiet bed and lay me beside them. 
Farewell, Missi, | am very near death now. 
We will meet again with Jesus!” 
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Andy's Gadget Magic 


HOW TO BREAK A STRING ! 

















TO BREAK STRING , TWINE, 
OR CORD, WRAP AS SHOWN. 
PULL TAUT — CLOSE LEFT 


HAND — THENA 


7 QUICK JERK OF 
' THE RIGHT HAND, 
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With many tears he dragged himself 
away; and my heart strings seemed all tied 
round that noble simple soul, and felt like 
breaking one by one as he left me there on 
my bed of fever all alone. 

Abraham sustained him, tottering to the 
place of graves. There he lay down, and im- 
mediately gave up the ghost and slept in 
Jesus. And there the faithful Abraham 
buried him beside his wife and children. 

Thus died a man who had been a canni- 
bal chief, but by the grace of God and the 
love of Jesus, changed, transfigured into a 
character of light and beauty. In losing 
him I lost one of my best friends and most 
courageous helpers; but I knew that day, 
and I know now, that there is one soul at 
least from Tanna to sing the glories of 
Jesus in heaven—and, oh, the rapture when 
I meet him there! 

Then came tragic news indeed. Two 
missionaries had been martyred on the is- 
land of Erromanga. Rev. G. N. Gordon and 
his wife had been on the island just four 
years. 

They had learned the language and a 
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considerable number of young men and 
women had accepted the Christian faith. 
But the hurricanes and the measles caused 
many deaths. And the white traders, who 
had brought the measles, blamed the mis- 
sionaries for causing the sickness and the 
other calamities. The traders hated them for 
fearlessly denouncing the wicked things 
they were doing. 

Just before Mr. and Mrs. Gordon were 
killed, Mr. Copeland and I sailed across to 
Erromanga in the John Knox, taking a 
harmonium to Mrs. Gordon. It had come by 
boat from Australia and I knew the Gordons 
had been waiting a long time for it. 

When Mrs. Gordon began playing on it 
and singing sweet hymns, the native women 
went into ecstasies, and spent a happy eve- 
ning singing. 

Next day being Sabbath, we noticed 
about thirty attending church and listening 
eagerly. Many of them were being trained 
as teachers and were able to read a small book 
in their own language, telling them the 
story of Joseph. The work seemed most 
hopeful. To page 16 















£L 


M* MOST embarrassing experience (said 
Charlie the Cockatoo), was the day 
I flew down to a river in eastern Australia 
to get a drink, but met the mixed-up 
animal instead. 

There were muddy banks to this river, so 
I very carefully made my way to the edge 
and was just about to take a refreshing draft 
when I heard a noise to one side of me. 
Looking up, I saw a familiar face (so I 
thought) looking at me from behind a 
broken branch at the water's edge. 

“Well, well! Roger Duck!” I said loudly, 
raising my crest. “Fancy meeting you here!” 

There was a snort, and a very insulted 
voice said, “I am mot a duck! I may have a 

































“CHARLIE COCKATOO'S AUSTRALIAN ADVENTURES 


By KEITH MOXON 


My Most Embarrassing 


Experience 


face like a duck’s, but I am mot a duck!” 
And out from behind the tree came a body, 
not of a bird, but of an animal! 

I got such a scare I nearly fell into the 
river. “Pardon me,’ I mumbled, all in con- 
fusion. “I guess it must be—er—er—Mr. 
Beaver.” (The body looked something like 
a beaver to me.) 

“Beaver? Bah!” And the animal snorted 
again, shaking his black bill angrily at me. 

I was hopelessly mixed up now, and looked 
it, so just stood there looking silly, and 
putting my crest up and down. He saw my 
confusion, and lost some of his fierceness. 

“You don’t know my name, so I'll tell 
you.” He paused, and then announced in a 
very decided voice, “It’s Ornithorhynchus.” 

I just stood there with my beak open. 
Then I swallowed hard, and said, “I beg 
your pardon. Would you spell it please?” 

“O-t-n-i-t-h-o-r-h-y-n-c-h-u-s—just as it 

To page 16 


i ¥ 
Sell 


HARRY J. BAERG, ARTIST 


No, that’s not a snake the man is holding. It’s a 
worm. And that’s not a duck on the log, either. 
As Charlie Cockatoo discovered, it is a platypus. 
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At Halloween This Year 





Let's Get a Hundred Thousand Cans 


HE lady in charge of the Dorcas Society 

looked over her list of names and 
sighed. “We'll never be able to help all 
these people,” she muttered. “Here’s Mrs. 
Brown. Can’t get out of her wheel chair. 
Hasn't had a proper meal in months. We 
ought to give her at least one food basket 
at Thanksgiving. 

“And here’s Mrs. Jennings. Her husband 
left her seven weeks ago with two children 
to look after. We've got to give them a 
basket. 

“And Mr. McIntire. Living alone in that 
little house with no one to fix meals for 
him. He needs something too.” 

The good lady couldn’t stand to read 
the rest of the list, she felt so bad. “We 
need 250 cans at least, and we haven't got 
more than 23. I’ve counted them twice to 
be sure. And it’s only a month till Thanks- 
giving. What shall we do?” 

Just then the telephone rang. “Hello,” 
said a voice. “This is Mr. Swanson, the 
leader of the Junior Sabbath school. Does the 
Dorcas Society need any canned food?” 

“Need it?” exclaimed the Dorcas leader. 
“I could use two hundred fifty cans right 
now, and I’ve got only twenty-three.” 

“Very well,” said Mr. Swanson. “We have 
fifteen Juniors in Sabbath school who would 
like to collect canned food on Halloween. 
We'll try to supply all you need.” 

“Well, thanks,” said the Dorcas leader. “I 
don’t suppose the children will be able to 
bring in very many, but every little counts. 
Thanks a lot.” 

Fifteen Juniors went out that Halloween, 
and when they had come back, Mr. Swanson 
telephoned the Dorcas leader again. 

“Sister Thomas,” he said, “our fifteen 
Juniors have 304 cans for you.” 

“Don’t try to fool me,” said Mrs. Thomas. 
“Fifteen Juniors didn’t collect 300 cans.” 

“Three hundred and four,” said Mr. 
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Swanson. “And they are all yours to give é 
the needy at Thanksgiving.” 

“The Lord be praised,” said Sister Thomas 
softly. “We can supply all the people on 
our list.” 

Stories like this were repeated all across 
the country last year as Seventh-day Advent- 
ist Juniors went from door to door on 
Halloween collecting cans of food for the 
needy. 

Forty-two Juniors in Tazewell, Virginia, 
came home with forty-five dollars’ worth of 
food and twenty-three dollars in cash, plus 
much clothing. 

Forty Juniors and teen-agers in Taunton, 
Massachusetts, collected enough to finish 
fourteen food baskets the members of the 
church had started. 

Children of the East Memphis, Tennessee, 
church had great success with their Hallo- 
ween treasure hunt for the needy, an annual 
affair with them. 

Thirty-five Juniors of the Sligo church 
in Takoma Park, Maryland, collected nine 
hundred cans of food—nearly thirty cans 
apiece. 

Now watch this! If all the boys and all 
the girls who read JUNIOR GUIDE would go 
out on Halloween this year, and would 
come home with thirty cans each—which 
they could easily do in two hours’ work— 
do you know how many cans they would 
have for the needy? More than ONE MIL- 
LION CANS! 

Let’s see if we can’t get a hundred thou- 
sand this year anyway. Count each can ‘© 





each package of food and each article 
clothing as one, and send your total to 
Lawrence Maxwell, Junior Guide, Washing- 
ton 12, D.C., just as soon as you can. If you 
get some good pictures, send them too. 

Let us really try to get a hundred thou- 
sand cans! Wouldn’t it be a thrill if we 
actually got them! 








Juniors of Memphis, Ten- 
nessee, hold a treasure 
hunt every year, filling 
lists of things needed 
by the poor. These are 
the cans and food pack- 
ages they got last year. 
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Carrying shields saying, 
‘Harvest Moon Gleaners,’ 
Juniors of the Puyallup, 
Washington, church gath- 
ered this great moun- 
tain of clothes for Korea. 
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Juniors of Taunton, Mas- 
sachusetts, finish fill- 
ing fourteen baskets 
with food they collected 
Halloween night, 1955. 














Master Sidwala and the Roi 


[N FARAWAY Africa, in a small village in 
a beautiful country called Nyasaland, a 
little black boy was born about forty-two years 
ago. His father and his mother were Chris- 
tians, so it looked as though little Master, 
as Samuel and Elizabeth Sidwala called him, 
might have a happy and profitable life ahead 
of him. 

But Nyasaland is an unhealthful country, 
even though it is beautiful and green. 
Malaria sleeps in everybody’s veins, for the 
vicious mosquitoes rise in great clouds every 
night. The people sicken and die of many 
diseases. 

When little Master was so tiny that he 
had to be watched all the time, his mother, 
Elizabeth Sidwala, died. He trotted in and 
out of the hut where she lay on a mat on the 
floor and didn’t understand in the least 
what was happening. He did not cry, for 
he did not know what death was. That is, he 
did not cry until night came, and he cried 
hard then because he usually slept by his 
mother. 

His father took him onto his mat and 
tried to comfort him as well as he could. 
But he was sick too. His thin body was hot 
with fever. 

A few days later, the father grew worse 
and died also. This left little Master Sid- 
wala all alone. But at his father’s funeral his 
old wrinkled grandparents came from their 
heathen village, and took little Master Sid- 
wala back with them. 

He was too young to realize what a disas- 
ter this was. He was too young to know 
that his grandparents’ heathen minds were 
full of superstition and ignorance. 

In the hut of these old ones there was a 
hideous carved idol that his grandparents 
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By JOSEPHINE CUNNINGTON ‘@ 


called “Chikhaliro.” They worshipped this 
ugly piece of discolored wood and kept 
telling it every time they prayed that they 
were in this world because Chikhaliro 
looked after them and protected them from 
harm and danger. 

When there was a need for rain, or when 
sickness came to the village, or when some 
trouble came up, the old grandpa always 
killed a chicken, and roasted the liver over 
the hot coals. Then he offered this in sacri- 
fice to the splintered old idol. 

He would lay it out in 
front of him and then pray 
in a loud voice for Chikha- 
liro to have mercy and 
watch over them. They were 
very sure that Samuel and 
Elizabeth had died because 
they had stopped trusting in 
this old idol, and had gone 
off to serve a new God in- 
stead. This was very plain to 
their darkened heathen 
minds. 

Right in this heathen vil- 
lage was a small, very poor 
school. Even though the old 
grandparents thought that 
learning was just nonsense, 
they did not say much or 
bother their old heads any 
when Master Sidwala went 
to this school. What differ- 
ence did it make? 

Sidwala came home and 
read to them very strange 


Suddenly, there was the lion in 
front of them, roaring till the 
ground shook beneath their feet. 














Roaring Lion 
+ 


| 


{RDS 





things from marks on paper. The old man 
took the paper and looked at it closely. How 
could this boy say these scratches said garu 
(dog) or ama (children) or even gogo 
(grandfather)? He couldn't see a thing but 
some marks and circles. It was witchcraft, he 
declared. 

Then, later, the child brought home what 
he called a book, and read to his grand- 
parents some stories of the Bible. The old 
people were filled with amazement and 





pride that this small lizard of a boy could 
do things that even they could not do. 

And because they were proud of him, 
they didn’t object when he wanted to go to 
another school. He had learned everything 
that this small school taught—about two 
grades. 

When the time for the opening of the new 
school came, several people went with 
small Master Sidwala to the village of his 
Uncle Mankwala, his father’s oldest brother. 

It was very dangerous to go alone, for 
the bush was full of wild animals. 

When school opened in this new village, 
bright little Master sat on the very front 
seat. When the bigger boys, who liked to 
be up to foolishness, asked him why he 
was sitting there, he said, “Because I have 
come to this school to learn. I want to be 
a great one.” They saw it was useless to 
get him involved in any of their escapades 
so they let him alone. 

His school was just a long mud building, 
thatched with grass and floored with mud. 
The seats were homemade bricks piled up, 
and then plastered over with mud. There 
was no glass in the windows nor any door 
in the doorway. To page 18 











By HARRY BAERG 


V—TREE NAMES 


ANSWERING QUESTION 4. Name two examples each of trees that 
have been named for: (a) What they are used, (b) the surroundings 


or environment in which they grow, 


(c) some distinctive feature, (d) 


the geographic region in which they live, (e) persons who first found 


and described them. 


MV HONOR When early settlers of Cal- 
ifornia found a tree with 
oval leaves bearing acorns and 
with bark especially rich in 

IN Trees ‘amin they named it tanoak. 

AND sHRUBS It was named for the tree's 


most important use, the tan- 
ning of leather. At first the name was two 
words but in more recent years it has been 
changed to one word in an effort to stand- 
ardize plant names. The reason for this is 
that it is not a true oak. It comes halfway 
between the chestnuts and the oaks and is 
sometimes also called a chestnut oak. 

There are many trees that have been 
named for their uses. The whiplash willow 
was a favorite for encouraging horses and 
developing character in children in the 
olden days. Cork oak has spongy bark from 
which corks are cut. Sugar maple gets its 
name from the sweets produced from its 
collected sap. The box elder is a maple 
used for box making. It has a leaf similar to 
that of the elder. 

Names of trees have also come from 
other sources. Many are named for the place 
where they grow. There is the sand-bar 
willow that grows on sandbars in rivers. 
When young it is a long withe that is used 
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for weaving baskets, Indian fish traps, and 
wicker furniture. 

Desertwillow (one word again because it 
is not a willow but related to the catalpa) 
is so called because it has leaves like a 
willow and grows in the desert. Mountain 
hemlock grows on the high mountains near 
the timber line. The alpine larch was named 
the same way. 

A large number of trees are named for 
outstanding characteristics. The quaking 
aspen is so called because the leaves tremble 
in the slightest breeze. (The reason they do 
so is that the stems are flattened opposite to 
the flat surface of the leaf and bend easily, 
swinging the leaf sideways like a pendu- 
lum. ) 

The paper birch is so named for the 
paperlike bark that peels easily from the 
trunk. Catclaw acacia gets its name from 
the thorns that are curved back like the 
claws of a cat. The buckeye gets its name 
from the dark brown, shiny nut that peeps 
out of the cracked husk like the eye of a 
buck. Other examples of trees that are 
named for characteristics are: narrowleaf 
cottonwood, black mulberry, bitter cherry, 
weeping willow, and singleleaf pine. 

The California palm is named for the 











geographic region in which it grows. The 
English walnut is so called because it comes 
to us from England. The Klamath plum is 
named for its favorite habitat, Klamath, 
Oregon. 

A number of famous botanists have done 
much to explore the plants of our country 
and many have been honored by having 
trees and other plants named after them. 
This was true of David Douglas, the Scottish 
botanist who explored the Northwest in the 
days of the fur traders. He was not the first 
one to mention the Douglas fir, but he did 
call the attention of botanists to it and 
brought some seeds to England, which have 
grown into large trees by now. For this 
reason the common name honors him. The 
Bishop pine, Coulter pine, Brewer's spruce, 
and Fraser fir are other examples. You will 
notice that the common names of plants are 
not capitalized except the part that is a 





OHIO BUCKEYE 
AND BUCK EYE 


CAROLUS LINNAEUS 


ILLUSTRATED BY THE AUTHOR 


proper name. For example: serviceberry, 
Colorado blue spruce, Emory oak. 

While on the subject of names I might 
as well say something about the scientific 
ones. They are given to plants and all other 
living creatures because the study of natural 
history is not bounded by any language or 
country. Scientists from our country com- 
pare notes with those of other countries and 
make collecting trips to all parts of the 
world to try to get a complete picture of 
all the life there is. If they had to list the 
Chinese trees by Chinese names and the 
Spanish in the language of Spain it would 
be very confusing. If we gave English names 
to all of them and other countries gave names 
in their languages to all the trees in our 
country, it would be still more confusing. 

There was a need for a universal language 
among scientists, and Latin, a dead langauge 
that is no longer changing, was chosen. 
Now the common names vary with the 
language of the country in which they grow, 
but the scientific names are the same all 
over. One of the books that lists most of 
the plant families of the world is written 
in German, but the names are in Latin and 
can be recognized by Japanese, Mexicans, 
or Americans as easily as by German bota- 
nists. 

When you see the scientific name of a 
tree you will notice that the first name is 
capitalized. This is the genus name. For 
the willows it is Salix. The second name 
might be alba, meaning “white.” Both 
names are italicized. The common name for 
this tree is white willow. After the Latin 
name there follows a capitalized abbrevia- 
tion which stands for the botanist who 
named it. In this case it is L., which stands 
for Carolus Linnaeus, of Sweden. His ini- 
tial follows the names of more plants than 
those of any other man because he started 
the system of naming and was the one who 
gave Latin names to the plants then known. 

A tree may have three Latin names with 
“var.” between the second and the last. This 
means that it is not a full species, but just 
a subspecies or variety of the species. An 
example is Quercus dumosa vat. alvordiana 
Jeps. This is a variety of the scrub oak 
called the Alvord oak, and named by Jepson, 
who was a professor of botany at the Uni- 
versity of California. 

Using these Latin names is interesting 
and worth while so do not let them frighten 
you just because they look so foreign. 
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John Paton 
From page 8 


On the twentieth of May, 1861, Mr. 
Gordon was putting the roof on his printing 
office. He sent his lads to bring loads of 
long grass to finish it. 

In the meantime, a party of natives, 
under a chief named Lovu, had been watch- 
ing him. They saw him send away the 
Christian boys. Then they hid in the bush 
and sent two of their men to the missionary 
to ask for calico. 

On a piece of wood he wrote a note to 
Mrs. Gordon to give them two yards each. 
They asked him to go with them to the mis- 
sion house, as they needed medicine for a 
sick boy, and Lovu, their chief, wanted to 
see him. 

He started to go with them, and asked 
the natives to go on in front of him, but 
they insisted on his going in front. 

They came to a stream. While crossing it, 
Mr. Gordon’s foot slipped. 

One of the men aimed a tomahawk at 
him, but Mr. Gordon caught it. The other 
man struck, but Mr. Gordon caught his 
weapon also. Then one of the men wrenched 
a tomahawk out of his grasp, and in a 
moment struck him on the spine. The mis- 
sionary fell, and a second blow on his neck 
almost cut his head from his body. 

The other natives then rushed from their 
ambush, and began dancing around him 
with frantic shoutings. 

Mrs. Gordon, hearing the noise, came 
out and stood in front of the mission house, 
looking in the direction of her husband's 
working place and wondering what had 
happened. Ouben, one of the party, who 
had run toward the station the moment Mr. 
Gordon fell, now approached her. A clump 
of trees mercifully hid from her eyes all 
that had occurred, and she said to Ouben, 
“What’s the cause of that noise?” 

He replied, “Oh, nothing! It’s only the 
boys amusing themselves!” 

She asked, “Where are the boys?” and 
turned around. Ouben slipped stealthily 
behind her, sank his tomahawk into her 
back, and with another blow almost severed 
her head! 

Such was the fate of those two devoted 
servants of the Lord; loving in life, and in 
death not divided. They had labored four 
years on Erromanga, amidst manifold trials 
and dangers, and had won several heathen 
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for Christ. Never more earnest or devoted 
missionaries lived and died in the heathen 
field. 

It was the traders who had stirred up the 
natives to kill Mr. and Mrs. Gordon. And 
immediately a trader came with a group 
of Erromanga natives by night to Tanna. 
They assembled our harbor chiefs and urged 
them to kill us and Mr. and Mrs. Mathie- 
son or allow them to do so. 


(To be continued) 





My Most Embarrasing 
Experience 


From page 9 


sounds!” said the creature, looking fierce 
again. 

“Can't I call you something for short?” I 
stammered, quite taken aback at such a 
mouthful of a name. 

The creature sighed. “Well, call me 
Platypus then. Most everybody else does. Is 
that better?” 

“Much better,” I murmured gratefully. 

Then the creature looked fierce again. 
“But every schoolboy and schoolgirl in 
Australia knows how to spell my official 
mame—so you're going to learn it right 
now.” And he made me stand there until I 
did have it learned too! 

“O-r-n-i-t-h-o-r-h-y-n-c-h-u-s,” I said. 

“Again!” he ordered. 

“O-r-n-i-t-h-o-r-h-y-n-c-h-u-s.” 

“Again!” 

“O-r-n-i-t-h-o-r-h-y-n-c-h-u-s.”. And we 
said it over together about fifty times. After 
all these years I can still spell it, even 
though I always called him Mr. Platypus 
after that. Let me see if I can spell it for 
you now. 

“Or-ni-th-or-yn-ch-us. Right? . . . Wrong? 
No! Oh, I see! 

“Or-ni-th-or-h-yn-ch-us. O.K.?” 

Well, he was certainly a curious customer, 
but there were more surprises ahead for me. 
We got to chatting, and in the course of our 
conversation he told me that his wife laid 
eggs. 

“Laid eggs!” I squawked. “But you're an 
animal, not a bird!” 

“Snakes lay eggs,” he countered, “and 
so do ants, and spiders, too, and they’re 
not birds.” 

I thought awhile, and decided that maybe 
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it wasn’t so astonishing. Then a smile 
seemed to come over his little face, and he 
said, “But you're going to laugh mow. 
When my children hatch out of the eggs, 
my wife suckles the babies just as a cow 
suckles a calf.” 

“No!” I said. 

“Yes,” he said. 

“Well, I declare,” was all I could say, for 
after seeing him I could believe anything. 

He was a dear fellow, and we became 
quite good friends. He put ona little demon- 
tration of swimming and diving for me 
fter I persuaded him, and he showed me 
how he could stay under water for several 
minutes at a time. 

Once I waited and waited for him to 
come up. Five minutes went by, ten, fifteen, 
and still the platypus hadn’t appeared. I 
became alarmed. Maybe he’d had a bad 
turn under the water, or maybe something 
had grabbed him down there, and he was 
drowned. All at once I heard his voice be- 
hind me. “I’m up here,” he laughed. 

I turned to see him looking out of a little 
hole in the mud. “How did you get up 
there?” I gasped. 

“I have an underwater connection to my 
burtow as well as this one here in the river 
bank,” he said. 

We got to talking about his burrow then. 
“How long is it?” I asked. 

“About thirty times as long as I am.” I 
could see he was about two feet long, so 
that would make his burrow nearly sixty 
feet long. 

Lunchtime arrived, and we turned our 
thoughts to food. “Do you like prawns?” 
Mr. Platypus asked. I wasn’t sure about 
prawns. “Worms?” That was better, and a 
light came into my eye which he saw. 
“Good! Let me be host today,” and down 
he dived to dig around in the mud of the 
riverbank. He came up with several worms 
in his bill, and placed them in front of me. 
I found that five or six worms filled me up 
nicely, but Mr. Platypus kept on eating. I 
kept count, and do you know, he ate nearly 
150 worms while I watched him! 

Now talking of worms reminds me of 
something I saw later on in my travels. I 
was flying through Gippsland, down in 
Victoria, when I saw some men pulling 
what appeared to be a large snake out of 
the ground. On flying closer, I saw that it 
wasn’t a snake but a worm! The biggest 
worm that you ever saw in your life—a 


worm that a cockatoo dreams about! It must 
have been nearly eight feet long—nearly as 
long as two boys put end to end. Did you 
ever see a worm as long as that? And as I 
was sitting there in the tree watching this 
big slimy worm wriggle around on the 
ground, I heard a very loud sucking noise 
come from the ground under my feet. 

“Hear that?” said one of the men. “That's 
one of them moving through his tunnel 
underground!” It sounded just like the noise 
that comes when you pull the plug out of 
the bath, and the water has nearly run out. 
Several times the noise came—dquite loud 
and distinct. I heard the men say that the 
worms secreted lots of slimy mucus around 
their bodies and as they drew their slimy 
selves through the tight-fitting tunnels, it 
made that sucking sound. And you should 
see their eggs! They are as big as frankfur- 
ters! 

Next time I'll tell you about the queen of 
the birds. You’ve never seen anything like 
her. She’s so beautiful. I'll have to confess 
we cockatoos aren’t nearly so pretty. 


Courage That Baffled the 
Enemy 


From page 5 


work would be left for Sabbath. And in 
answer to their prayers, the enemy pre- 
tended that they didn’t notice that they 
weren't working on Sabbath. 

Then another problem came to trouble 
them. 

Lad, the oldest child of the family, did 
not stay in the same place each night. He 
spent the time one night at an uncle's, the 
next night at a friend’s. The reason for this 
strange action was to make it more difficult 
for the enemy to find him. The enemy made 
all boys work for the soldiers if they could 
capture them. They were especially cruel to 
Christian boys. 

One night when it was Lad’s turn to stay 
at home, there came one of those dreaded 
knocks that froze the whole family with 
fear. Two soldiers entered, casting sharp 
looks around the room. “You, cur, over 
there,” they shouted at Lad. 

“Stand!” one yelled, pointing his gun at 
him. 

Quickly Lad rose to his feet and looked 
straight into the officer's eyes. He was 
earnestly praying for the courage to do the 
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right thing, as the missionaries had so often 
told him to. 

“Ah, put down your gun! Come on, let's 
go!” was the surprising command of the 
other soldier. “Why bother with these 
Christian dogs!” The intruders left the room 
immediately. 

“Why didn’t 
younger brother. 

“Because,” answered Lad, “I was praying 
all the time I was looking at them.” 

Mother smiled at her courageous son for 
they all knew what courage and prayer had 
done for them. 

How much courage do you have, Junior 
friends? You know how to get it if you 
need it, don’t you? 


they shoot?” asked a 


Master Sidwala and the 
Roaring Lion 
From page 13 


Master did not criticize this for he had 
never seen any better. He did not mind it 
that he had to practice his writing with a 
sharp stick on the smooth ground. Every- 
one was too poor to own pencils and paper. 

But the thing that made Sidwala the 
happiest was that he learned that his Uncle 
Mankwala and his Aunt Idesi were Chris- 
tians. They did not have an idol like Chik- 
haliro, as the grandparents had. 

“My boy,” the uncle said kindly, “we will 
teach you in the way of Christ—the way 
your parents loved when they were still 
alive.” 

And at their home, Master learned what 
it meant to be a Christian and he began to 
go to church. He learned to pray to the 
same God his father and mother had wor- 
shiped. He was very happy. 

Then a terrible thing happened. One day 
while Master and the others were at school, 
a lion got into the herd of cattle belonging 
to the villagers. He was a rough, fierce old 
fellow, and he struck down and killed a fine 
bull. 

Mankwala was a brave man. He called 
all the men in the village and told them of 
the danger that threatened them. 

“The lion will endanger the whole vil- 
lage,” he said quietly. “No one will dare to 
go to the waterside, to the bush, or to the 
garden. We men must be brave and drive 
the lion away and kill him if we can.” 
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Several of the villagers were brave 
enough to follow him. But the cowards 
made excuses for themselves. 

“Oh, he will go away by himself!” they 
jeered. “It is useless to go searching for a 
lion.” They wanted to stay home for it was 
dangerous to hunt hungry lions, and they 
knew it. 

The brave ones started out. 

Mankwala, the fearless, led the way, a 
razor-sharp spear in his strong hands. 

Suddenly, the ground rocked with a 
terrific roar, and a gigantic lion leaped upon 
Mankwala and bore him to the ground. 

All the other men ran or climbed 
trees, but one half-grown boy took pity on 
Mankwala caught in the clutches of the 
vicious beast. Suddenly, Mankwala sat up 
and plunged his spear deep into the beast’s 
flanks. At the same minute, the lad rushed 
in and plunged his spear into the lion’s 
neck. 

With an agonized roar, the beast left 
Mankwala and sprang onto the boy. Then 
he fell over dead. 

The cowardly men climbed down from 
the trees now and made three litters. One 
was for Mankwala, one was for the boy, and 
one was for the dead lion with the two 
spears sticking into him. 

Poor Mankwala was so badly mauled he 
passed away that night, but he was a Chris- 
tian and he died with a prayer on his lips. 

The boy was carried to the nearest mis- 
sion hospital, where he had to stay for 
several months. When he got out he told 
everyone that he had changed his name. 

“My name now is ‘Mkute wa Mkango,’” 
he said. He knew when people called him 
this new name, they would remember every 
time they said it that he was only a “frag- 
ment of lion’s flesh.” 

Master Sidwala was away at another 
school when the messengers came to tell 
him these terrible things. Poor Mankwala 
had been in his grave for several days when 
Master got back to his village to see the 
place where they had laid him. As he stood 
by the rough, piled up heap, his heart con- 
tracted with great sorrow. Here lay one of 
the best friends he ever had. Here lay the 
one who had taken his hands and gently led 
him out of heathenism and idolatry into the 
glorious light of Christianity. And he be- 
gan to weep there by this mound. 

He had learned many new things at his 
new school. He had learned that Saturday, 





not Sunday, is the Sabbath. He had learned 
that the dead sleep quietly in the grave 
until the day of resurrection. 

But he had learned one thing even more 
precious than these, and it made him sure 
that his uncle would inherit eternal life. He 
had learned that God judges men by what 
they know, and how they have used the 
knowledge they have found. 

Even in his sorrow, Master felt a great joy 
filling his heart. 

“Mankwala will live again! He will have 

ernal life! God the righteous Judge will 

merciful with poor, groping, humble 
Mankwala!” 

Now Master Sidwala is an important man 
at Malamulo Mission. He has taken courses 
by correspondence until he is head book- 
keeper and accountant for the Malamulo 
Press. He and Fales, his wife, are rearing 
their little children to be Christians too. 

He sits at one end of a backless brick pew 
at Malamulo church. Fales sits at the other. 
Flora, Etta, Elmie, and three little boys sit in 
the middle. They fill up the whole seat. 
Neither Master nor Fales want their chil- 
dren wandering and chasing around while 
they are at church. They know very well 
that their “adversary the devil, as a roaring 
lion, walketh about, seeking whom he may 
devour.” 


All by Herself 
From page 3 


in the family knew Daddy was ready to go. 

“At last, at last!” cried Daddy, as they 
piled in. “I never did see such a family. 
What a time it does take for you all to get 
ready! Everybody on board?” 

“I think so,” said Mamma, trying to 
count her lively brood. 

“All right, let’s go,” said Daddy, and 
stepping on the gas, he drove at a fast clip 
down the farm road and out onto the main 
highway to town. 

He was so anxious to get to Sabbath 
hool on time, and Mamma was so glad to 
e sitting quietly beside him for a few pre- 

cious minutes, that neither of them noticed 
that everybody was not on board. 

If they had looked round for just one 
moment they would have seen a frantic little 
girl running down the road after them, 
shouting, “Stop! Stop! Wait for me!” But 
they didn’t. 


Not until they drew up at the church 
and “counted noses” as the children got out 
of the car did they discover that poor Min- 
nie had been left behind. Of course, it was 
too late now to go back for her, and then 
too, it would have meant a ten-mile drive. 

Back home Minnie was feeling very sorry 
for herself. “To think I had just gone up- 
stairs to look for my purse, and they had to 
go and drive away without me!” she sobbed. 

Then drying her tears she said to herself, 
“After all, I was going to go to Sabbath 
school, so I suppose I shouldn’t be feeling 
like this.” 

Then another idea came to her. 

Why not have Sabbath school at home, 
all by herself? She knew the lesson very 
well; and the memory verse, and she had a 
pretty good idea what the hymns would be. 
Why not? 

So Minnie went into the dining room and 
set up a little table and chair to represent 
the pulpit. She arranged some of the dining 
room chairs in front of it. Then she opened 
the meeting by announcing a hymn, which 
she sang all by herself. After that she 
prayed a little prayer, then reported what 
had happened at last week’s Sabbath school 
from memory. Next, she sang another hymn 
and reviewed last week’s lesson, just as 
though there were a lot of people in the 
room listening to her. 

After that she took up the collection, 
using a saucepan lid for a plate and slowly 
dropping some pennies into it. This seemed 
a good idea, for the money made a nice 
loud noise. Maybe, she thought, they might 
get more money in the real Sabbath school if 
the collection plates made a noise like this 
one. 

Then she studied the lesson for the day, 
talking out loud and asking questions of 
her invisible audience. 

Finally she sang “Jesus Loves Me,” said 
a little prayer, and sat down. 

When Daddy and Mamma and the rest 
of the family returned they expected to 
find Minnie very much out of sorts at 
having been left behind. But she wasn’t. 
Instead, she was radiantly happy. 

“I had such a wonderful Sabbath school 
all by myself,” she said. “Yet I wasn’t really 
alone, for the house seemed filled with 
angels.” 

It just shows how any one of us can turn 
a dark hour into a bright one if we spend 
it with Jesus and His Word. 
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IV—ZACCHAEUS; AT SIMON'S FEAST; 


THE TRIUMPHAL ENTRY 


(October 27) 


Memory VERsE: “For the Son of man is come 
to seek and to save that which was lost” (Luke 
19:10). 

SABBATH AFTERNOON 


Read thoughtfully and go over the memory 
verse three times. 

Read the lesson stories from the Bible. Luke 
19:1-10; 19:28-44; John 12:1-9; Matthew 21:12-16; 
Mark 11:12-14, 20, 21; 14:3-11. 


SUNDAY 


Zacchaeus 


Bow your head in silent prayer, then open 
your Bible to Luke 19. 

A large throng of people were leisurely walk- 
ing toward Jerusalem to attend the Passover 
feast. Passing through Jericho, their attention 
was attracted to a certain Teacher with people 
crowding about Him. They joined the throng 
in order to get a glimpse of Him, and to hear the 
words He spoke. 

Jericho was a busy city as well. Most of the 
thoroughfare from north and _ south _inter- 
sected this city. It was a place where taxes were 
paid; therefore many publicans, or taxgatherers, 
lived in Jericho. 

The publicans were so hated by the Jews that 
they were forbidden to enter or to worship in 
any synagogue or in the Temple. 

Zacchaeus, a wealthy man, was in charge of 
the publicans. He heard about Jesus and saw 
the great crowd filling the streets. He had waited 
long for this opportunity to see Jesus, and how 
he wished he might be able to entertain Him and 
visit with Him personally. 

He joined the multitude, but being a short 
man, he could not see over their heads. Read 
verse 4 to find out what he did to enable him 
to see Jesus. 

Jesus saw Zacchaeus there. He had never met 
him before, but He knew his name. He read his 
thoughts. Zacchaeus in his thoughts had invited 
Jesus to dinner. What words did Jesus use in 
answer to his invitation? Read verse 5. 

In the presence of all the crowd, Jesus stopped 
to talk to Zacchaeus who was astonished, sur- 
prised, and happy to hear His words. What did 
Zacchaeus do, and how did the enemies of Jesus 
feel about it? Read verses 6 and 7. 
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As Zacchaeus looked into the face of Jesus 
he felt himself to be a sinner. He desired to be 
a disciple of Jesus. Before the listening throng 
Zacchaeus confessed his sins to Jesus. If he had 
overcharged people when collecting taxes, he 
was willing to make it right, not only by re- 
turning it, but by giving back four times as 
much. He was determined that what wealth he 
gathered would be obtained honestly. 

Zacchaeus was not the only one who believed 
in Jesus on the occasion. Everyone in his house 
became followers of Jesus. Whom did Jesus 
come to save? Study your memory verse for the 
answer. 

Extra Work: Find Jericho on the map in the 
back of your Bible. 


MONDAY 
At Simon’s Feast 


Remember to pray. Review your memory verse. 
Open the Bible to John 12. 

The Passover was only six days away. Jesus 
and His disciples left Jericho and went to Beth- 
any where His friends lived. Locate Bethany 
on the map. 

At Bethany was a man whom Jesus had healed 
of leprosy. Simon was his name. He was a Phar- 
isee, and because Jesus had healed him, he be- 
came a disciple. Simon desired greatly to show 
his gratitude to Jesus in some way. Therefore he 
prepared a feast and invited Jesus with His dis- 
ciples, and many other Jews as well. Simon sat 
on one side of Jesus and Lazarus, so recently 
raised from the dead, sat on the other side. 
Martha served the guests. 

During the meal a beautiful fragrance of costly 
perfume filled the room. What caused it? Read 


said. Can you tell why Judas said this? Rea 
verse 6. 

Jesus rebuked him. He said, “Let her alone; 
why trouble ye her? she hath wrought a good 
work on me. For ye have the poor with you 
always. ...: but me ye have not always. She 
hath done what she could: she is come aforehand 
to anoint my body to the burying.” Mark tells 
us in chapter 14, verse 9, that Jesus said that 
wherever the gospel should be preached through- 
out the whole world, Mary’s kind act would be 
told. And it is, too. 


verse 3. Now read verse 5 and find what “real 





However this did not set well with Judas. He 
was offended, and decided to take revenge on 
Jesus. Just as soon as the meal was ended he 
went secretly to the priests and Pharisees and 
bargained to betray Jesus, accepting thirty pieces 
of silver in return. To betray means to turn an- 
other person over to an enemy unjustly. This 
Judas did while pretending to be a friend of 
Jesus. 


TUESDAY 
The Triumphal Entry 


Breathe a little prayer before opening God’s 
Word to Luke 19. 

Five hundred years before this Zechariah (9: 
9) had prophesied that Jesus would come to Je- 
rusalem, “lowly, and riding upon an ass, and 

pon a colt the foal of an ass.” The time had now 
rome for this prophecy to be fulfilled. 

The last week of Jesus’ life had come. It began 
with the triumphal entry into Jerusalem on a 
Sunday, and the following Sunday, or first day 
of the week, Jesus was to rise from the grave, 
triumphant over death. Many events took place 
during this time, but let us try to picture them 
in the last week before His death. 

The Passover season brought Jews from long 
distances to attend the feast. People from every- 
where followed as close to Jesus as possible all 
the way from Bethany to Jerusalem. The people 
believed He was to be crowned king and would 
break the Roman yoke of bondage, which they 
hated so much. It was a day of great rejoicing. 

Stopping at the little town of Bethphage at the 
foot of the Mount of Olives, Jesus sent two of 
His disciples on an errand. Read verses 30-34, 
which explain the errand. 

Shouts of cheer and singing arose from the 
people when the colt came into sight. 

How did the people use their garments and 
palm branches to ‘make this a triumphal proces- 
sion? Read verses 35-37. What did the people 
say while the procession moved along? Read 
verse 38. 

There were Pharisees in this group. They were 


not in favor of this display, and said to Jesus, 
“Master, rebuke thy disciples.” Jesus answered, 
“If these should hold their peace, the stones 
would immediately cry out.” Again the glad 
hosannas re-echoed in the little valley leading 
to Jerusalem. ‘Hosanna to the son of David: 
Blessed is he that cometh in the name of the 
Lord; Hosanna in the highest.” 

“The blind whom He had restored to sight 
were leading the way. The dumb whose tongues 
He had loosed shouted the loudest hosannas. The 
cripples whom He had healed bounded with joy, 
and were the most active in breaking the palm 
branches and waving them before the Saviour. 
... Lazarus ... led the beast on which the Sav- 
iour rode.”—The Desire of Ages, p. 572. 

When Jesus came near to the city and the 
Temple, how did it affect Him? Read verse 41. 

Jesus did not weep for Himself, because He 
must die on a cross, but because His people 
Israel had forsaken God, and a terrible doom 
lay before them. 

The ride into Jerusalem attracted the atten- 
tion of the priests, Pharisees, and Roman guard. 
They were ready to arrest Jesus and take Him 
as a leader rebelling against the Roman govern- 
ment. 

WEDNESDAY 
Cursing the Fig Tree 


After prayer, turn to Mark 11. Can you recall 
the memory verse? 

During the silence of the night, while the disci- 
ples slept with friends in Bethany, Jesus went 
to the Mount of Olives. He spent the entire night 
in prayer. He knew that suffering and the cross 
lay before Him, and He needed help from God. 

Monday morning came. He returned to Bethany 
and joined the disciples there. Together they 
went to the Temple. On the way Jesus saw a 
beautiful leafy fig tree in an orchard. It appeared 
to be far ahead of the other trees, so Jesus and 
His disciples walked over to it. They searched 
the tree carefully for fruit, but they found noth- 
ing but leaves. 


As Jesus rode into Jerusalem great crowds gathered shouting, “Hosanna to the Son of David.” 
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Jesus uttered a curse against it. What words 
did Jesus say to the tree? Read verse 14. 

The next morning when they passed that way 
again, what had happened to the fig tree? Read 
verses 20, 21. 

The cursing of the fig tree had a special mean- 
ing, which Jesus desired His disciples to know. 
The fig orchard represented the nations of the 
world. The one so far in advance, so full of leaves, 
so promising of fruit, represented the Jewish 
nation. They had been given God’s special bless- 
ings; they had His law, His truth, and the way 
of salvation. These they refused to obey, adopt- 
ing man-made laws that were a burden to keep. 
They pretended to be more righteous, and better 
than the other nations around them. Their showy 
forms of worship, their long prayers to be heard 
of men, their giving of offerings to attract at- 
tention, was just plain hypocrisy. 

The fig leaves attracted much attention, so did 
the Temple ceremonies, and the forms of wor- 
ship of the Jews. But they, like the fig tree, bore 
no fruit. No fruits of kindness, forgiveness, 
honesty, or mercy were displayed by them. On 
them, like the fig tree, was “nothing but leaves.” 

The cursing of the fig tree demonstrated what 
would happen to the Jews because they had for- 
saken God. It withered and died; so did the Jew- 
ish nation. God then ordained His gospel to be 
given to the other nations bearing the fruits of 
the Spirit. In Galatians 5:22, 23 we read that 
the fruits of the Spirit are love, joy, peace, long- 
suffering, gentleness, goodness, faith, meekness, 
temperance. 


THURSDAY 


Cleansing the Temple 


After a word of prayer, open your Bible to Mat- 
thew 21. Recall the memory verse. 

Following the cursing of the fig tree on Monday 
morning, Jesus and His disciples walked along 
the familiar path to the Temple. As they ap- 
proached the Temple it sounded more like a 
stockyard than a church. The cries of the animals 
and doves, the loud, bargaining voices of the sel- 
lers, with the sound of money changing, lost to 
the people the sacredness of the sacrifices. The 
only interest of the merchants was to sell animals 
at high prices to earn more money. The Saviour 
was greatly displeased. 

Jesus was filled with righteous anger that these 
merchants so desecrated His Father’s house. 
Standing back at a distance from them, His 
piercing eyes searched these wicked men. A 
divine power swept through Him as He stood 
before them. A strange silence filled the Temple. 
Not a voice was heard. All eyes fastened upon 
Jesus when He spoke. What did He say? Read 
verse 13. 

Outside were many people who had waited 
long to see Jesus, and who had brought their 
sick to be healed. This group began to fill the 
Temple first, and Jesus healed the sick. As He 
sat teaching He blessed the children, while the 
babes in His arms fell asleep as He taught the 
people. 

Once again the voices of children rang out. 
Read what they were saying in verse 15. 





By this time the merchants and priests had 
recovered partially from their scare and ventured 
once more into the presence of Jesus. They asked 


Him, “Hearest thou what these say?” Jesus 
explained that this fulfilled prophecy and if they 
did not sing the very pillars of the Temple would 
shout hosannas. 

“So in these last days children’s voices will be 
raised to give the last message of warning to a 
perishing world. When ... men are no longer 
permitted to present the truth, the Spirit of God 
will come upon the children, and they will do 
a work in the proclamation (giving) of the truth 
which the older workers cannot do, because the 
way will be hedged up.”’—Testimonies, vol. 6, 
p. 203. 

FRIDAY 


How Well Do You Remember? 


(Seek God for wisdom as you study His Word.) 

1. Large throngs of people were traveling 
through Jericho for a certain destination. Where 
were they going, and for what purpose? 

2. Who attracted the attention of the multi- 
tude? 

3. Who made an effort to see Jesus, but had 
difficulty in doing so? What did he do, and what 
were some of his thoughts? 

4. How did Jesus answer his thoughts? What 
was the result? 

5. Why did Jesus come to this earth? Repeat 
the memory verse. 

6. A certain man had been healed of leprosy 
by Jesus. What was his name, and what did he 
do to express appreciation to Jesus? 

7. Name some of the guests who attended. 
Who served? Who sat on each side of Jesus? 

8. Someone did a special act for Jesus. Tell 
about it. 

9. Who raised a voice of objection? What was 
his complaint? 

10. Why would Mary always be remembered? 

11. On the way to Jerusalem from Bethany, 
Jesus stopped and sent two disciples on an errand. 
What was the errand? For what purpose was 
the object to be used? 

12. Describe the triumphal entry. 

13. After spending the night in prayer, Jesus 
and His disciples tried to find fruit from a certain 
tree. What kind was it? Did they find fruit? What 
did Jesus say to the fig tree. 

14. Explain the meaning of the cursed fig tree. 

15. What condition of irreverence did Jesus 
and His disciples find when they reached the 
Temple? 

16. What did Jesus do? 

17. Who were the first to gather about Him 
again? 

18. What did the children do? 

19. What will children do before the end of 
time? 
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Mix: One restless child 


A book of animal stories 
Dosage: As needed 


Children love stories about 
animals—both wild and tame 
ones. In these three books 
they will find hours of enjoy- 
ment and relaxation. 

Written at the child’s level, 
you will find your youngsters 
reading them over and over. 








AFRICAN 
ANIMAL STORIES 


by Harry W. Lowe 

A collection of stories 
about all kinds of ani- 
mals that live in the 
African wilds. They are 
not stories of big game 
hunts, but rather tales of 
the things that happen 
in the everyday life of a 
Missionary among _ his 
native friends. $2.50 


Published by 


SOUTHERN 
PUBLISHING 
ASSOCIATION 
Nashville 
Tennessee 


———_—_——— i 


BRIGHT EYES 
by Harry J. Baerg 


The story of Bright Eyes, 
a wild duckling, and 
Tom, a small farm boy, 
will stimulate in children 
a love of the out-of-doors 
and teach them kindness 
toward animals. For the 
smaller boy and girl. 
$2.00 





CAW-CAW, 

THE CROW 

by Roma Dent 

The adventures of Ollie 
and Newtie and their pet 
crow, Caw-Caw, will keep 
the youngsters amused 
for hours. How the chil- 
dren feed and care for 
Caw-Caw until he grows 
up will be of interest to 
every child. $1.50 


Order from your Book and Bible House 
Book and Bible House 
Please send me the books I have checked below: 


CAW-CAW, THE 
AFRICAN ANIMAL STORIES 


BRIGHT EYES 


CROW 


Please add sales tax where necessary, and postage: 
15 cents for the first book, 5 cents for each ad- 


ditional book. 


ADDRESS 
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FAMOUS STATESMEN -3 


aa 





= 


Tur FATHER; 


of DEMOCRACY (3 


THOMAS 
JEFFERSON 





ASURVEYOR, AMATHEMATICIAN, AN 


JN escve , WHO WAS ALSO AN INVENTOR, 
a 
MAN ARCHITECT, A MUSICIAN, AN AMBASSADOR, 


A GOOD HORSEMAN, AND A LINGUIST: ++ HE 
COULD SPEAK, LATIN, GREEK, FRENCH, 
SPANISH, TTALIAN, AND ANGLO- SAXON -- HE 
WAS ATALL MAN, SIX FEET TWO IN HEIGHT, 
NEVER SMOKED, NEVER GAMBLED, 

NEVER PLAYED CAROS AND 

NEVER QUARRELEO-WiTH 

ALL HIS ACCOMPLISHMENTS, 

JEFFERSON WAS A GREAT 

LIBERAL AND BELIEVER 

IN DEMOCRACY: > -HE 

INSISTEO ON PLAIN 

CLOTHES, SIMPLE 

FOOD AND SIMPLE 

MANNERS «+ « © + 


ane WASA 
MEMBER OF THE FIRST 
CONGRESS AND WROTE 
Tue DECLARATION 
OF INDEPENDEME:: 


HEN HE WAS 
INAUGURATED 
JEFFERSON DROVE UP TO 
THE CAPITOL, HITCHED HIS 
HORSE TOA PosT. AND WALK- 
ED INTO THE BUILOING WITH 
OuT ANY CEREMONIES:-- 
DURING HIS PRESIDENCY, 
HE DOUBLEO THE SIZE OF 
THE UNITED STATES, BY BuY- 
ING LOUISIANA FROM THE 
FRENCH « - - AFTER. HIS 
TERM AS PRESIDENT, HE 
RETIREO TO HIS BEACTIFUL 
HOME AT MONTICELLO, 
WHICH BECAME A MEET- 
ING- PLACE FOR ALL THE 
GREAT ANO NOBLE MINDS 
OF THE COUNTRY- + + 


a 





BORN 1743 IN SCHADWELL, VA—DIED JULY 4, 1826 IN MONTICELLO, VA. 


Reprinted by permission from Illustrated Minute Biographies by Samuel Nisenson and Wil- 
liam A. DeWitt, copyright 1949 and 1953, published by Grosset and Dunlap, Inc., New York. 


24 { JUNIOR GUIDE 











